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While pufs was bea tine the M 

poor boy, not being able to bearth i 
>i! u%e any longer, determined!* 
runatvay. He packed up his fe.. 



J.hings, and fet out very early in the 
■jiorning, on Allhallow’s-day: hav- 
ing 


[ »7 ] 

ing travelled as far as Holloway, he 
fat himfelf down to reft on a ftone. 
which to this very day joes by the 
name of Whittington’s ftone, when 
Bow Bells began ringing, and his 
imagination fancied they invited him 
to return, by eacpreffing the two fol, 
lowing lines : ^ 

Turn again Whittington, 

Lord Mayor of London. 

Lord Mayor of London, Laid Whit- 
tington to himfelf ; what would one 
not endure to arrive at the honour 
of riding in fuch a grand coach with 
eight horfes : well, I’ll e’en go back, 
and bear all the pummelling of Ci- 
cely, rather than lofe the pleafure 
of being Lord Mayor. So home he 
runs, and got into the houfe, before 
Mrs. Cicely made her appearance, 
and it was lucky he did, elfe he had 
received a good trimming for being 
j but he, like a good boy, re- 
folved 




